
Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



i8o 



THE ALDINE. 



have been on the point of falling over on the floor. 
Then she saw the young girl suddenly throw back 
her head, sitting bolt upright in her seat, letting her 
hands fell into her lap, as if their full duty had been 
done, for the present, showing the speaking face all 
tortured into lines of agony, and glittering with the 
traces of undried tears. And then she heard the strange 
love and torment of her life break out into a peal of 
hysterical laughter that had no mirth in it, and that 
might have been, for all possession of that quality, the 
hooting of owls in a clump of trees overlooking a 
graveyard. 

Aunt Hepzy dropped her sewing and sprang to her 
feet. Something in that face, or that inharmonious 
laughter, and in the whole demeanor of the girl, half 
gave the impression that she had indeed lost the full 
balance of her reason. In an instant the spinster had 
crossed to her niece, all her late indignation merged 
in pity, and with one of the little hands held in her 
own substantial palm. 

"Sue Allardyce!" she said, in a very different 
voice from that in which she had so lately spoken — 
"don't mind what I said ! — you know I am an old 
fool ! Only tell me what it is that ails you ; and 
don't break my heart by making me think that you've 
taken leave of your seven senses ! " 

The reply to this was a second burst of hysterical 
laughter, akin to the other, but so much feebler as is 
the rumble of the thunder of the vanishing summer 
storm, than that which lately broke overhead in all its 
central fury. And then that supplemental laughter 
ceased, and the spinster felt that the little hand was 
faintly returning the pressure of her own. In an in- 
stant following she was on her knees beside the gusty 
little niece whom she feared little less than she loved, 
and the fair head had fallen over on her matronly 
bosom, while the withered lips were kissing away what 
tears remained, from the eyes so troubled and sor- 
rowful. 

"You will tell me what ails you, won't you, dear ? " 

"Yes, Aunt Hepzy, I will try to tell you. I meant 
to tell you, all the time, as soon as I could have out 
my little cry, in my own way, and get to be myself 
again. " 

The voice was still sobbing and a trifle choked ; but 
Aunt Hepzy knew, now, what she had before only 
hoped — that the worst was indeed over, whatever that 
worst might have been. 

"Yes, dear," she said, "I knew you did : only I 
was so worried about you, and you know I can't help 
being cross as a mad bull when I don't have things 
my own way. Now — what ever is it, that has upset 
my little girl, again ? " 

For answer, the first motion of Susan Allardyce was 
to push her aunt away, that motion being a prelimi- 
nary necessity to getting up from the lounge. Aunt 
Hepzy submitted with the consciousness that some 
necessity was involved in the change of place. Susan 
crossed the room to an old secretary of mahogany with 
brazen nobs and handles, that bore the marks of a 
hundred years and English origin. While the aunt 
looked on with more curiosity than surprise, she un- 
locked the secretary, then unlocked an inner drawer, 
and took from it a small package wrapped in paper. 
This she brought back to Aunt Hepzy, and put it into 
her hands, with such an air as if in this she had given 
her possession of the most important secret of the 
universe. The spinster took it, by this time a little 
openreyed with wonder, and unrolled the paper. 
There lay revealed nothing that should have been suf- 
ficient to overturn human equanimity, much less to 
vary the fate of nations or even of individuals ; and 
yet in precisely such a package, in the olden days, has 
often lain the witness of as much misery as could well 
be crowded into a single event. Perhaps even in this 
day, when so much has been changed in customs, 
there may still be material in such trifling parcels, 
to make eyes flash scorn or cheeks pale with angry 
disappointment. 

"Why, Sue, it's cake!" exclaimed the spinster, 
with the emphasis of intense surprise on the last word. 
But that last word was scarcely uttered, when a gray 
shade of pain in the aging face, told that something 
more had revealed itself, at least in suspicion ; and 



there was hoarseness in the tones that added : ' ' Whose ? 
— What? — It looks as if it might be — it can't be 
weddin'-cake ! " 

" It is wedding-cake, and his I He is married to 
that dough-faced thing he has been running after so 
long, like a fool as he is ! " came somewhat rapidly 
from the lips of Susan Allardyce ; and it would not 
have been a difficult task to believe that something 
like a hiss was coming from the sweet young lips, as 
they literally dashed out a portion of the words of 
torture. 

' ' His ? Do you mean Lewis Forman's, Sue ? " 

Aunt Hepzibah Thorn well knew that that harmless 
cube of cake, capable of evoking so much misery, 
could be none other than Lewis Forman's ; and yet 
she asked the question — more to gain time for think- 
ing what else to say, it is possible, than for any other 
reason. 

' ' Lewis Forman's ? Yes ! Who else could I mean ? 
Yes, his, if you will speak that hateful name that never 
ought to be mentioned out of a horse-stable or a 
kitchen ! " 

" Oh, Sue ! " There was great grief in the tone of 
the elder woman, as she uttered those two words ; 
and it is probable that the sound went deeper into the 
heart of the hearer, than either knew at the instant. 
However, that which was to be, had no more power 
to restrain than to create itself; and the lips of grief 
and wrath had their mission that must precede any 
other of peace and Christian feeling. 

' ' Oh, Sue ! " a second time Aunt Hepzibah spoke, 
as no reply came to her first exclamation. ' ' Can you 
say that of Lewis Forman ? " 

"Say that, aunt? Yes, — that, or anything that 
can show how I hate and despise him. He is — " 

" What, Sue ? " What is he ? " There had been a 
long moment of pause, and in that pause the aunt 
threw in that pregnant question. 

"He is a fool, if nothing else!" broke out the 
young lips in reply. ' ' And if I live I'll be even with 
him. I will pay him for preferring that hundred and 
fifty pounds of baby-face to poor little me, who might 
have made something out of him : yes, if I die 
for it ! " 

Action was needed now as well as speech ; and the 
enraged girl threw back the disheveled fair hair from 
her face, with a gesture full of contempt for anything 
that stood in her way, and made hasty strides up and 
down the room, with enough of pronounced force in 
the bringing down of the little heel to have crushed 
something not too weighty lying under it. Aunt 
Hepzy could think of nothing proper to interpolate 
at such a moment, except to ask : 

' ' How do you know that he is married, Sue ? How 
and when did this come ? " 

" It came an hour ago, while you were out. Tom 
Peters' boy brought it on horseback. Oh, they could 
take any amount of trouble to insult me y as they 
thought ! The handwriting on the outside wrapper 
was hers : I was sure of it, it looked so delicate and 
babyish ! Faugh ! I just burned that up, and only 
wish that I had done so with the whole package ! No, 
I don't : I wanted that to show^a, when I got in the 
humor ! A pretty set they are : that splendid bride- 
groom who is as big and as awkward as an elephant, 
and thinks the whole world was made for his high 
mightiness to strut about in ; and that lovely bride 
with a face big enough and fat enough to have been 
chopped out of a side of pork ! " 

" Tut ! tut ! how mistaken I have been ! " calmly- 
said Aunt Hepzy. (Nobody had ever heard her sneer : 
else might there have been a suspicion of such a tend- 
ency at that moment. ) ' ' I thought, " she added, l ' that 
you respected Lewis Forman, and really considered his 
size rather in his favor than against him ; but one 
doesn't know ! " 

"Some people don't know anything/ " sharply spoke 
the pretty young lips, as their owner, tired of mani- 
festing the energy of her hatred by promenading, flung 
herself back on the lounge with what would have been 
a crash if indulged in by a heavier body. ' ' What do 
/ care, whether he is as big as a church or as small as 
a quart-cup ? I only know that I hate him, and that 
my name isn't Sue Allardyce if I do not make him feel 



what a fool he has been, before another week has 
gone by ! " 

' ' Why, Sue, what would you do ? " 

"What would I do ! The only thing that I can 
do ! That baby-faced Bessie Wayne shall not have 
him, if I can not — " 

' ' Shame, Sue Allardyce ! Shame ! " 

' ' Oh, yes, Aunt Hepzy ; all very well for you to 
say 'shame,' because you are not the one that suffers. 
You seem to forget that I am an Englishwoman, the 
daughter of a British officer, and that this rebel needs 
looking after. " 

"Why, good lord, Sue!" For the instant Miss 
Hepzibah Thorn succeeded in getting no further than 
that exclamation, her breath being literally taken 
away by this suggestion that the daughter of Captain 
John Allardyce intended to embroil herself with every- 
thing that was Whig in Freehold and all Monmouth, 
by entering actively into the campaign against the 
patriots, for the sake of punishing a recreant lover 
who indeed had never been anything of the sort in 
the true sense of the phrase. When the frightened 
breath came back again, Aunt Hepzy continued, very 
impressively, even if the voice was a trifle hoarse : 

' ' Sue Allardyce, I have loved you as if you had 
been my own child. I love you,, to-day, as well as I 
could have loved any child of my own, spite of your 
closing your heart against me, as I sometimes think, 
nigh on half the time. But I can't and I won't love 
anything wicked, if I have to tear out my heart to 
keep from doing it ; and if you set any one to raise 
hand against Lewis Forman because he has married 
as he pleased, then you are no longer niece of mine, 
if I go out into the street and beg for a living. " 

Without another word Aunt Hepzibah turned away 
from the young girl and made for the door of the 
room. It was doubtful whether she saw the look of 
grief and pain that came over the face of her niece ; 
and it is quite certain that she did not see the hands 
that went suddenly up as if in imploration. She was 
at the door : she had opened it, passed out and closed 
it, without looking back, or heeding what was taking 
place behind her. And so she did not see Susan 
Allardyce, as the door closed, throw herself at length 
again on the lounge, in a passion of grief combined 
with self-abasement, — or- hear her moan out two sen- 
tences, so different in their character, and yet that 
seemed to have some connection with each other : 

"Sue Allardyce, you ought t© be hanged, drawn 
and quartered : that is Mj/ou are fit for ! " 

And, as many another tortured soul has uttered, 
before and since the time of Mariana in the Moated 
Grange : 

' ' Oh, I wish that I were dead ! " 

[TO BE CONTINUED.] 



'LEFT IN CHARGE." 



It is nearly noon in the little cottage, and water 
must be brought for the noontide meal. So the 
young mother must leave her spinning-wheel and the 
infant which its hum has soothed to sleep, while she 
fetches the water she and her husband will drink to 
their dinner. They are a young pair, she and that 
husband who has not yet returned from his forenoon's 
labor, and baby is evidently their first-born and only 
son — a young royal highness in that cottage — whose 
wishes are not only laws, but whose safety and com- 
fort are to be watched over and defended, even in spite 
of himself, by the king and queen his pa and ma. 
For king he surely is who has such a neat cottage, 
such a bonnie wife and bairn, and health and strength 
to work for them ; and, certainly, few queens have ever 
looked half so happy as does the young wife and 
mother in the full realization of her maiden dreams. 
A queen regnant, she is, too, and all her subjects in 
the cottage yield her cheerful obedience, as witness 
the pretty air of authority in her happy face, as she im- 
presses on her prime minister the magnitude of the 
trust involved in the care of the heir apparent during 
her absence — albeit his task is likely to be easier than 
that of many a noble courtier to whom a similar task 
has been assigned in the world's history. 

Nor must the faithful four-footed servant be by any 
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means overlooked — for faithful he is and will be by 
virtue of his descent. He is a shepherd-dog, of the 
colly blood — a breed no member of which was ever' 
known to betray a trust or to neglect a duty, and their 
sagacity is fully equal to their faithfulness. Of all the 
canine race there is no breed so well fitted to be the 
intimate friend of the family as the colly. The care 
of sheep, for which he is most valued, is almost as 
much a matter of instinct as of training with him ; 
but it is only one of the many tasks to which he is 
peculiarly adapted. He associates closely with man 
from choice, and while not excelled in fidelity by dogs 
of any other race, he far excels others in intelligence 
and sagacity. Especially is he a safe attendant and 
playmate for young children, toward whom he ever 
displays an affectionate watchfulness no human being 
could excel, mingled with a patient forbearance for 
their sometimes annoying play which very few persons 
could equal. While dogs of almost every other breed 
have a limit of forbearance beyond which no child, 
however intimate with them, is allowed to go, the 
colly who has been reared among children will en- 
dure their roughest play, most tormenting tyings, 
dressings up, harnessing, and even blows, with a 
calmness which is more philosophical patience than 
meekness. For he is courageous enough and ever 
vigilant in keeping his little charges out of danger. 

The picture which has called out these reflections 
is engraved from a painting by Mr. J. Gow, of the 
Society of British Artists, and well deserves the com- 
pliment of an engraving for the technical excellence 
of its execution as well as the felicity with which its 

story is told. 

♦ 

"LA SOUPE." 



Although it is not literally true, as was once be- 
lieved in England, that a Frenchman can make a 
soup out of a boot-leg if he can only get a carrot to 
flavor, it, yet it is true that there is no other nation 
which so well understands the economics of gastron- 
omy — that can live so well at so little expense — as 
do the French. It is well for the country that it is so, 
for the French peasant and workingman is never ex- 
travagantly paid ; yet he nearly always saves money, 
while living really better than either his English or his 
American brother, and at vastly less cost than the lat- 
ter, who probably,^ as a rule, spends more money on 
his food than any one of his class in the world. This 
economy in food helps Wonderfully the other econo- 
mies practiced by the French, the good result of which 
is notably shown in the comparative ease with which 
they bear the immense burden imposed on them by 
the war with Prussia. The foundation of this food 
economy is the soup, so that it is hardly a figure of 
speech to say that the soup-kettle has been the alem- 
bic wherein, by the cunning alchemy of domestic econ- 
omy, much of the wealth of France has been made. 
Many years ago — during the wars of the last and ear- 
lier years of the present century — this fondness for 
soups was ignorantly made a ground of reproach and 
matter for ridicule of the French by their English ad- 
versaries ; and, indeed, the case is scarcely different 
now among the lower orders of England, who still 
cling fondly to the traditions of their gross-feeding 
Saxon ancestors, though Parliamentary reports show 
with few opportunities of imitating them, and com- 
placently hug the delusion that the eating of soups 
has had the effect of stunting and making effeminate 
their old adversaries, while the truth is the French- 
man is infinitely the better nourished of the two. 

Spite of prejudice, however, Frenchmen have taught 
Englishmen a few lessons in gastronomic economy, 
one instance of which may be not inaptly told in con- 
nection with our subject. 

It will be remembered that after the first French 
Revolution London became crowded with emigres — 
French people, for the most part of the highest birth, 
who had been driven into exile by the Reign of Ter- 
ror, and who, leaving money and estates behind them, 
found themselves driven to the direst straits to secure 
the means of subsistence. Among these was a noble- 
man, the Comte de , who, too proud to take up 

his residence — as he might have done — with any of 



his English friends of rank, yet maintained his ac- 
quaintance with them, and was one day sitting down 
to his frugal dinner when one of his noble friends, 

whom we may call Lord A , called. Politely 

wishing to relieve his friend from any embarrassment, 

Lord A professed hunger, asked to share the 

meal, and found the soup which constituted the prin- 
cipal dish so delicious that he begged his host to teach 
his cook how to make it. The request was granted, 

and a few days later Lord A gave a dinner-party 

which the Comte de attended as a guest, hav- 
ing first superintended the making of the soup, for 
which service he was offered, and did not refuse, a 
guinea fee. The soup so pleased the appetites of the 

guests, that — Lord A having kindly told the story 

of its origin to some of his guests in private — the in- 
genious Comte de dined out daily thereafter and 

did not lack for well-deserved guineas. This, it is 
said, was the way in which "oxtail soup" was intro- 
duced to an appreciative world. The Frenchman vis- 
iting the slaughter-houses in search of cheap bits of 
meat, found the tails of the animals generally thrown 
away, and conceived the idea of turning them to ac- 
count, the butchers being glad to sell them for a trifle. 
Se tion e vero, e ben trovato — if the story is not strictly 
true, it is more than probable. 

M. Caslan, in the picture we publish herewith, has 
introduced us to the interior of a French peasant's 
cottage at noon. Mere Jeannette is serving out the 
soup — probably the pot-au-feu to be found in every 
such cottage — which has been simmering, over a slow 
fire, in the long-legged pot, from early morning. The 
children get the first portions; the patient father — 
more patient than many fathers, we fear — will then 
get his share ; and the mother — when does the busy 
"house-mother" eat? The picture is thoroughly 
charming and will bear study. Observe the eager 
face of the younger child, the resolute self-denial of 
the elder, the manifest satisfaction of the father as the 
grateful odor assails his nostrils, and the meek pa- 
tience on the mother's countenance ! Every detail of 
the charming interior is carefully wrought out, and 
M. Caslan has made us almost personal acquaint- 
ances of the cottage and its inmates. 



RAPHAEL. 

If I would speak all I do feel toward thee, 
So fair, so strong, so tender, so divine, 
Around whose form love's memories entwine, 

My lips must taste the kiss of Attic bee. 

Thy magic pencil gave a world the key 
To charm of nature's simple grace ; and thine 
The strength of him, whom nature's every line 

Doth teach the secret of her harmony. 
The heart of man was unto thee revealed, 
The soul of man to thee an open page ; 

Responded beauty to thy deep, fond gaze, 
Who at her sacred altar purely kneeled. 
From lip to lip, from lingering age to age, 

Shall sound the lofty accents of thy praise. 

— Cyrus Cobb^ 



THE AMERICAN TOUR. 



Across the Continent. 

To those whose knowledge of the geography of the 
United States is based on their recollection of the 
maps used in our schools thirty years ago, and to 
those foreigners who have studied those or similar 
maps in some encyclopaedia or world's atlas, the map 
of the United States of to-day brings a feeling of un- 
recognizing wonder that what he had supposed so 
familiar should be so entirely strange. Where the 
frontiers ought to be, according to our mental pic- 
ture, is now the centre of the country, and the broad 
expanse of pink or green which we remember stretch- 
ing k from the Missouri, the Arkansas and the Red 
River to the Pacific, marked as belonging for the 
most part to Mexico, and bearing, as almost its only 
topographical marks, the Rocky Mountains, various 
hypothetical rivers and the great American desert — 
all this vast patch has disappeared from the map of 
to-day. In its place we find more than a dozen 
States then unheard of, in which are populous towns 
and even great cities, from which the railroad and the 



telegraph bring us daily the products of a fertile soil, . 
of mines deep in the earth, and news of the doings of 
persons then unborn, in places where the white man's 
foot had never trod. The shriek and rumble of the 
railway train and the click of the telegraph instrument 
are heard now, where then the war-whoop of the In- 
dian and the voices of wild animals were the only 
sounds which had ever broken the solitude. St Louis 
was then almost a frontier town — at least it was the 
Ultima Thule of the civilized life of cities ; Omaha, 
Denver, Salt Lake City, Sacramento and a thousand 
smaller towns were not, while San Francisco, the 
Golden City, existed for most of us only as a tradition 
of returned whalers and other similarly privileged tel- 
lers of long yarns. It was a land of romance then, 
and it is not the less a land of romance now, though 
we have changed the characteristics of the story not a 
little. Being then an unknown land, the romancists 
might tell us what tales they pleased so long as they 
but put in enough of Indians, with buffaloes, bears 
and other animals unfamiliar to our Eastern eyes; 
now, thanks to Barnum and the Indian Bureau, both 
Indians and buffaloes have become familiar sights. 
We have — some of us — sat at table with the former 
and seen the latter hunted at Hoboken. None the 
less, however, do the writers of story and of play work 
their will with us regarding the Great West — greater 
to-day than ever. If they then could give Oriental 
license to the imagination, because, treating of the 
practically unknown, no troublesome Gradgrind was 
likely to appear and spoil theif story with a magazine 
of unwelcome facts, they now have full chance to revel 
amid the scenes of a medieval struggle between sav- 
agery and civilization. Most of the essential features 
of what we are pleased to call the "Age of Chivalry " 
— the reign of Force and the struggle between it and 
the civilization which is to drive it out — are being 
reproduced now in the newly built towns, the Poker 
Flats and Dead Men's Gulches, of the Great West, to 
which Bret Harte and his congeners have introduced 
us. To be sure, the red shirt has replaced that of 
mail, and the revolver does duty in place of the lance ; 
but the same spirit is there, and the knight errant 
and the free lance are both to be found as they were 
in the good old days of Coeur de Lion and of the 
Free Companions. 

More remarkable/ however, than these modern re- 
presentatives of the Middle Ages — if we may so style 
them — is the country they now inhabit. They will 
give place — are giving place — to sober civilization, 
even as the Indian has had to make way for them; 
but the mountains and the valleys over and through 
which they have roamed ; the lakes and the rivers on 
which they have sailed ; the mines they have discov- 
ered but not dug ; and the fertile fields they have found 
but have not stopped to till — all these will remain to 
yield support to an industrious population and to 
attract the appreciative, traveler long after these heroes 
of romance shall have perished from off the earth with 
the Indian and the buffalo they chased. There are 
few evidences of progress to be exhibited in this cen- 
tennial year of our Republic which show more won- 
derful progress, or of which we have more just cause 
to be proud, than of those illustrating what has been 
done, in the last third of our century, toward adding 
this immense empire of the Great West to the domain 
of civilization and opening across it the highway of 
the nations between the rising and the setting sun. 
Nor must it be supposed that these evidences will 
be by any means confined to exhibitions of mineral 
wealth. We are all — native and foreign — most ac- 
customed to thinking of the Great West as El Dorado, 
the land of gold and silver. We remember that, when 
the first great returns of gold began to come from 
California, a general fear was created throughout the 
world that the precious metal would become a drug 
in the market, and the hypothesis was gravely broached 
that silver might in time come to be nearly, if not 
quite, as valuable as the yellower metal ; and now we 
find the silver mines of this same region creating a 
similar apprehension of a glut of that metal. Think- 
ing of these things, we forget that California has for 
the past few years been doing much toward furnishing 
the bread of the world, and that its vines and its fruit- 
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Tom Wayne, in the flush of youth and with the 
strength and power of a gymnast, however enfeebled 
by suffering, — Tom Wayne without a word sprang 
upon him, before any hand could intervene, grasped 
him by the throat with a grip which might have been 
that of a vise, and bore him overboard into the ice- 
floating waters of the Wallabout, himself going down 
with him, and neither emerging again in life ! 



LEFT IN CHARGE.— After J. Gow. 



So it was — something after the old Roman fashion, 
and bearing his enemy to death with him — that 
' ' Daredevil Tom Wayne " died. And thus it was 
that Walter Hartshorne came upon his body, that had 
floated down the river and the bay, as if once more to 
touch his native shore before passing onward to the 
sea. When the young patroon became himself again, 
after many weeks of suffering, his friend, lay with his 



sailor father in the Tennant Churchyard, with broken- 
hearted mourners in Mrs. Wayne and Bessie, and with 
Marc Antony indeed ' ' de head ob de family, sah ! " 



SUSAN ALLARDYCE AT HER WORST. 

"Are you dead, Sue Allardyce? or have you only 
got a bad fit of the sulks ? " This to the figure that 
was seated on the low lounge, with the head thrown 



